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Lxxvm

O HOW the pleasant airs of true love be

Infected by those vapours which arise

From out that noisome gulf which gaping lies

Between the jaws of hellish Jealousy I

A monster, others' harm, self-misery,

Beauty's plague, Virtue's scourge, succour of lies,

Who his own joy to his own hurt applies,

And only cherish doth with injury;

Who since he hath by Nature's special grace

So piercing paws as spoil when they embrace,

So nimble feet as stir still, though on thorns,

So many eyes aye seeking their own woe,

So ample ears as never good news know:

Is it not evil that such a devil wants horns?

LXXIX

SWEET kiss, thy sweets I fain would sweetly indite

Which even of sweetness sweetest sweetener art,

Pleasingst consort, where each sense holds a part,

Which, coupling doves, guides Venus* chariot right;

Best charge and bravest retrait in Cupid's fight,

A double key which opens to the heart,

Most rich when most his riches it impart;

Nest of young joys, schoolmaster of delight,

Teaching the means at once to take and give;

The friendly fray, where blows both wound and heal,

The pretty death, while each in other live.

Poor hope's first wealth, hostage of promist weal,

Breakfast of love.    But lo, lo, where she is,

Cease we to praise: now pray we for a kiss.

LXXX

SWEET-SWELLING lip, well mayst thou swell in pride,

Since best wits think it wit tihee to admire;

Nature's praise, Virtue's stall; Cupid's cold firr.,

Whence words, not words but heavenly graces slide j

The new Parnassus, where the Muses bide;

Sweetener of music, Wisdom's beautifier,

Breather of life, and fastner of desire,

Where Beauty's blush in Honour's grain is dyed.

Thus much my heart compell'd my mouth to say;

But now, spite of my heart, my mouth will stay,